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' I had food at Keswick/

* Where's your horse? *

' I've tethered him. He had his corn. He
can stay/

* But here . . . You must be so weary,     I
can make all comfortable/

' No, no, no. I must be outside. Away from
the music/

Taking his hand, looking up at him, she said:

* What is it?    Are you in trouble? 9

' Yes,' he answered.    * I'm in trouble/

She nodded her head, asking him no more.

They went out together, and the evening was
sweet with all the summer scents. One lamb in
a fold bleated incessantly; as soon as they came
down the hill the music faded to a murmur like
a voice in the Fell. The Tarn had a broad path
of moonlight that quivered with little shudders of
gold.

' Will you be cold?' he asked her. c If you've
been at the dance/

* No.    The air is warm/

He put his arm around her; she was pressed
close against his thigh, and they walked up and
down.

* Judy, I've murdered Stane/

She shivered, and he held her close. When
she could steady herself she thought, at once:

* Now he will need me.    He shall want me always.
He is mine to the end,' and directly afterwards:

* Are they searching for him?    I must get him
away/    It was odd, but she thought of Humphrey
Sunwood and how sensible she had been then.